CARAVANSERAI

about the courtyard at noon, watching fish, golden, silver,
and brown, swimming about a roofed pool. The Mullah,
clad in black robes, ascended a squat tower above one of
the four domes, and exhorted the Faithful:

"Come to Prayer.  Come to Salvation.
God is Good,    Come to Prayer."

His voice, more melodious, more tuneful than any we
had heard in our peregrinations about the Moslem world,
rose and fell in cadences conceived over a thousand years
ago. So like Gregorian chants were they that we had
quite a shock. Thus Eastern music approached and
melted into that of the West.

Carved alabaster plaques adorned the lower walls,
supporting fine brickwork, of which the measurements were
recently taken, that the majesty be not lost to posterity,
should the weight of years finally prove too heavy.
Experts averred that never again would workmen accom-
plish anything so worth while. A curved surface arose
from cunningly placed fiat bricks. The decoration of
each domed ceiling, of which we saw more than twenty
of varying sizes, was different from its fellows. Thick
pillars supported the side halls, merging like feathery palm
trees into domed roofs. The floor was of alabaster. Never
before had we seen such effects from plain bricks; juggled
bricks. Yet the whole was as calm and dignified as a
cathedral crypt.

The Mullah's carved pulpit faced an archway forty or
fifty feet high. A delicate tracery of iron lattice-work
kept us at our distance. Above, in the curve of the arch,
fluttered pigeons, mauve and grey and rose-pink, every-
where leaving their mark.

Behind a door, carefully locked to protect the treasure

within, stood a mullah's niche of stucco, designed like a

gigantic cobra's head, hood raised; verging on the Indian

style    in    ornamentation.     Persian    decoration    subtly
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